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father could never resist telling this little story,
although really the joke was against himself: my
parents at the time were staying for a few days at
Fogliano, the very picturesque country seat of .the
Caetani. One afternoon my father took my mother
out for a drive in the dogcart; it was one of the small
ones which were used in Italy. One person sat in
front driving, and the other behind. A vivid con-
versation was going on between them of some matter
of interest, and Papa was pouring forth his opinions,
and ended up by saying: " Isn't that your idea
also ? " No reply. Thinking she had not quite
grasped what he said, he added: " Because to be
more explicit, what I mean is ..." and he went on
into more detail concerning his argument. Still no
reply. He then turned round and, to his dismay, was
greeted by an empty seat! No trace of his wife. He
instantly understood that she must have slipped off.
Quickly he drove back and, before he had gone very
far, he saw Mama sitting quietly on a heap of stones
at the side of the road !
But to return to the sad fact of my father's death :
The Guardianship of the Five proved very soon to
be an exceedingly inconvenient arrangement. Every
decision taken had to receive the assent of the Five,
and five signatures were needed for each document
relating to the estate. Often in this way delay
occurred before important matters of business were
settled.
I continued to spend the summers in England and
the winters in Rome, where I retained the same flat
until Countess Sgariglia left, I then moved close to
my very great friends, Signor and Signora Allievi,
whose daughter, Fanny, had been at the convent